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replaced them. Their light khaki tunics and shorts are splashed,
as with heavy drops of rain. So are my own. My sleeves are
clammy. Delicious, wonderful bath of animal sweat.

I see below me the deep valley, trees in serried ranks mounting
fifteen .hundred feet. Almost I could leap to the silver curl of
the stream in the chasm. My legs are strong, thews braced.
I hurl myself down, jumping from boulder to boulder, the jar
of thigh on ribs making the breath exude in sharp dog-like barks.
I stumble over tree-stumps hid by fern and undergrowth. I
swear. I glissade over the pine-needles, tear the tortuous under-
growth from my path. The lads are following. I can hear their
curses and deep breathing, sometimes even feel their hot breath.
The fight is in me. I am eager. It is like a battle. I see two
other men plugging down beside me to a flank. They are fighting
too. I call back to my men. We plunge downwards to the
stream. A jagged branch rips six inches of my thigh : the cotton
of my shorts waves like a pennant. Hot blood courses down my
leg, matting its young hairs, dripping on to my boot. My fingers
find it warm. I gloat. A wound. Cascades of sweat mingled
with lifeblood.

But I am not tiring. The river, swollen after rains, its course
strewn with great boulders, fern and lichen covered. I plunge
in. I slip. The torrent grasps me. With myself, it gurgles and
laughs, I am up upon a boulder, dripping from head to foot.
Those others have failed. I am first across the river : they are
seeking for another crossing. I look back. My men are coming
pell-mell down the hill-side. I shout to them. The surge of
their progress sweeps towards me. We make a living hand-rail,
and over the river go ninety-two men. My company has passed.
Others struggle with the torrent. Some have gone on. The
stream has rebraced my legs with its soft icy massage. I follow
my company.

Now up a mountain-side, boulder upon boulder, crag upon
crag. Beauteous with massed rhododendrons, green, green
undergrowth, and far, far overhead between the highest tree-
tops, like gentians, I can observe the unattainable blue of the
skies.

Up, I clamber, pull, strain, and claw my way. I pass through
the ranks : men panting with exhaustion, some taking a moment's
respite, beat. Up ! I go, on strong legs with muscles braced.
Above me I still see figures, the pale beige of their uniforms
darkened with sweat, I overtake them. I call again to my men.